Keys and Neighbours
ately, and I could always borrow a neighbour's if Marie
happened to have carried mine off. Everyone was amused
at my surprise over this arrangement. " You cannot
expect every door to have a different sort of key?" they said.
" But then why have a key at all?" said I: a revolutionary
suggestion which they had never even thought of, for a
key is always a key, whether it keeps your door locked or
no. Mrs. Aleshine went on the same principle when she
put on flannel underwear to be immersed in the Pacific.
In spite of its charms, I do not think that our street was
really very respectable.
The lady in the house next door, instead of being
modestly enclosed in lattice work, sat at her open window.
So did I, for that matter. As we both projected half-way
across the alley, we could watch each other at our embroidery,
exchange smiles and a few remarks, and feel quite intimate,
though we never crossed each other's doorstep. Respect-
able or no, the open window seemed more friendly than the
carved eyelet holes upon the other side, through which
Someone peered down from invisible twilight upon the
passing world.
In the evening, in fact up to midnight or so, the street
would be filled with whisperings, rustling of moving
draperies, subdued laughter which was full of mystery
and pretty to listen to but which, in a vague way, I thought
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